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Brue! To the end of his life he was obstinate in maintaining that
he really saw what he felt he saw with his bodily eyes.
When Mary asked him, for he told only Mary and Mr. Evans
of this event, how it was that he knew it was Arthur's sword, he
could only say that the same shock that staggered his bodily
senses like a bolt of noon-day lightning, staggered his mental
consciousness with a rending and crashing certainty.
He whose life was now occupied with turning the whole Glas-
tonbury Legend into a mockery and a popular farce had no
reason to offer now as to how he knew what this thing was. But
that it was a definite and perhaps a dangerous sign from the
supernatural and that it was directed towards himself alone, he
never had any doubt. That of all the persons he knew, he never
told anyone about it save those two, was itself significant. His
choice of Mr. Evans as his confidant was not surprising; for the
fact that it was with Mr. Evans that he had visited Stonehenge
gave to the quaint figure of the pedantic Welshman a certain
disarming glamour.
"What wTas it like, John?" Mary kept asking him when, for
the fiftieth time, he described the occurrence; but all he could tell
her was that what he saw was milk-white and that it had a dusky
handle. That the handle was dark instead of bright and glittering
was certainly a peculiarity of the appearance that did not fit in
with the atmosphere of the old stories. All the authorities who
spoke of that sword indicated that its handle was shining gold.
But then these famosi fabulatores were poetical romancers; and it
was possible that a real weapon with something queer and dark
about its handle was thrown into the Brue at this spot by the
person who subsequently became known as Arthur, quite inde-
pendently of what the romancers said.
The object which John saw thrown into the Brue from Pom-
paries Bridge was undoubtedly thrown from some point in space
that lay behind his back; but it was from the appearance of the
thing itself that he staggered away and came near falling; not
from any consciousness of a supernatural presence behind him.
The first thing he did, when he saved himself from falling by
stabbing at the ground with his stick and leaning upon it till he
got his balance, was to clamber through some railings by the